THE MAN I KNEW

Douglas, having heen such a good son, could not fail to be
a good husband.

When his mother was lying ill shortly before her death
the boy she loved would day after day, during his holidays,
sit by her bedside and read or talk to her. To do this he had
to give up all his games and outdoor life, and no one can
have cared more for fresh air and exercise. On his sister
Henrietta, too, he showered his affection. He appreciated
to the full all that she had done for him, and his letters to
her written from the Sudan and South Africa speak for
themselves. He passed away in her house on the 29th of
January 1928, but mercifully Henrietta herself was too ill
at the time to realise that she had lost him, and she followed
him very soon after.

To me and our children he could not have shown greater
love, care, patience and understanding. It is sad that he did
not live to see his younger children grow up, and be near
his son to watch and guide him. Yet, I would not wish him
here. Had he lived it would have meant great suffering for
him. He died from the first attack of angina, and had he
recovered he would have been forced to live the life of an
invalid. His heart was in a very bad state, due, I am told,
to the constant and prolonged strain of what he came
through during the war. I did not know he was so ill, for
he never complained. His end was hastened by a hunting
accident while riding with the Buccleuch Hunt shortly
before his death. We were riding together, he slightly
ahead, and as we went forward to jump a fence his horse
floundered, and to save itself threw up its head. The blow
struck my husband in the face and broke several teeth. He
did not realise how much he was hurt and wanted to go on,
but I persuaded him to return home.

We motored to Edinburgh and saw our old friend Mr.
Girdwood, the dentist, who examined Douglas's mouth and,
found that the injury was extensive and probably a fracture.
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